THE SANDYFORP MYSTERY
stairs, and consorted chiefly with the maidservants. Now
it was not mere snobbery that caused the refined Flemings
thus to relegate to the basement their unattractive progenitor:
the old man's character exhibited certain traits abhorrent to
his self-respecting issue. If drink were available he got
drunk, and in his cups he was apt to be amorous after a fashion
painful to" his relations and most unseemly in one of his
advanced years. Nay more, in 1852 he had a child by a
domestic servant, and in respect of this patriarchal lapse was
rebuked by the Kirk Session of Anderston United Presbyterian
Church, of which he was the oldest member, for "the sin
of fornication with Janet Dunsmore." But having shewed
becoming contrition, he was restored to the full fellowship
of the Church. This regrettable incident occurred ten years
before the date of our story*
Mr. John Fleming, like most prosperous Glasgow folk,
had a country house on the Clyde, whither in the summer
months the establishment removed, one servant being left
in town to look after the house and attend to the grandfather,
as also to the father and grandson during the week, the two
Johns going down to Dunoon from Saturday to Monday.
Thus at the week-ends the sole occupants of the house in
Sandyford Place were old Fleming and the maid in charge.
At the time in question this was a young woman named Jess
M'Pherson, who had been for some years in Mr. Fleming's
service with complete satisfaction to her employer.
Friday, 4th July 1862, is the leading date in die case. That
morning after breakfast Mr. Fleming and his son left for the
office in St. Vincent Street as usual and went down to Dunoon
by the afternoon steamer. They returned to town by "the
first boat" on Monday the yth, going straight to the office
in pursuance of their regular custom. At half-past four o'clock
young John went home. The door was opened to him by
his grandfather. This was quite unusual, and the lad ex-
claimed: "Where is Jessie?" to which the old gentleman
rejoined: "She's away; she's cut. I haven't seen her since
Friday, and her door's locked." "Why didn't you have it
opened?" naturally asked young John, to which the patriarch
replied that "he thought she was away seeing her friends
and would be back again." Mr. Fleming, arriving at the
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